Triikeribeh by Alfred Underhill 


DIS MANIBVS 


Our patience belies our ire. For the filthy Jews, in all their feculence, hath 
not suffered the totality of our wrath. The blood eagles of old are crying in the 
wilderness, “Make straight the way of the axe!” Our rage is a living revenant. Our 
deeds are blessed. Providence, the nemesis, enflames our vengeance. Through the 
almighty crucible is the Aryan cleansed. So shall it beget the forthcoming inferno. 


They that hath ears, let them hear! 


Astride a pale horse, doth come the purifier. In gilded rays, with sword 
ablaze, he shall hew their bones in sunder! The Jews delight in their cruelty, loving 
not mercy so they shall be far from it. Ne’er again, shall they know the solace of 
pity. Ne’er again shall we stay our hand. For we know too well of their betrayal. 
No silver tongue shall satisfy. Nor recompense, from their befouled treasure hoard, 
shall suffice. Now cometh the dawn of their doom. The reckoning of the awakened 


Aryan is nigh. 


So hath fate weaved it, so shall it come to be. 


Welcome the eucatastrophe. 


Che Arpan 


Long hath we endured, survived many a deluge, as the ancients do attest. 
Withstanding countless cataclysms, in our resolve, we hath defied all that sought 


our defeat. Daughters and Sons of the Water and Sun, we are the unconquered. 


Let it be known, for we outlived the lands that became barren, burned, 
flooded, and frozen by ice. Look on our life, ye incredulous and despair! What 
ruin or wreck of antiquity that is to be uncovered; there we were, yet still, here we 


are. 


Indomitable, we tame all environments. Beit the arctic tundra or the tropics, 
sea or space. All matter bows before our might. Any tribulation that hast befallen 
us is but the hammer which chisels our stone. Refining our figure, leaving only the 


waste to be weathered by time. 


Erect in a bellicose pose, we fix our eye upon the stars, daring this galactic 
ossuary to reply. Is this all ye can conjure? What illusion hath ye next, fool? Ye 
think us thy captive, rather ye are imprisoned with us. No matter thine hours, 


redemption is ours. O' father of lies, ye hath deceived thyself! 


Sovereign seeds of the celestial sire, to the luminous crown, we are heir 
apparent. Cast off the shadow which lingers, crucify this parasitic passenger 
bleeding ye dry. Our blood is as sacred as the soil we till. So hath God willed. Let 
it not be spilled for anything save Race and God. For both, are One. 


Long hath we toiled, to be rid of this wicked wight skulking about our 
temples. Ne’er hath we built a paradise that wasn’t infiltrated by the inferior. In 
our divine compassion, we thought well to share our wisdom with the lesser. So 
that we may be left in peace. Only for our charity to be scorned and reviled. Our 
gifts defiled by ingrates and left derelict by their incompetence. Worse, our own 
kin befell to spells seducing them to treason. But what bargain they made shall 
perish with them in the gallows of the gaping hollow. For the deeds which are not 
hallowed, shall fail and fall as ye will follow. 


Though ye that may stray, or are prey to folly, are not destined to drown in 
the deep. Salvation is thine for the taking. Liberation hath been gifted to thee. Let it 
be known. To the Aryan belongs the heavens, if we but shatter the shackles which 
tether us to treachery. God grants clemency for courage, and benediction belongs 


to the brave. 


Take up thine axe and break free! Arise! Arise! Arise with the hidden Sun! 
Engulf all with thine radiance. Fear not the terror that it instills in the troglodyte, as 
they are blinded with or without ye. Let not the tepid and timid cretin asway thee 
from thy stellar fate. Consider their perspective invalid. Worry not for the dim of 
wit, they hath no capacity for enlightenment. Where beast doth cower from the fire 


in fear of being scorched. Man, doth see a beacon leading to warmth. 


Embody the flame eternal, beckoning our kin to Truth. They that hath eyes 
will see. They that hath spirit shall come. Emanate thine illumination, bestowed 


from the Allfather, guide the ships ashore. 


The Allfat 


Before the heavens above were named 
Or the land beneath had breath 
Beyond the yawning void was Wralda 
The Begetter, ne’er bereft 
Who no father had begotten 
Nor a mother who had bore 
Ne’er was, always is 
E’er was, ne’ermore 
Then came the demiurge 
Disturbing all the rest 
Their waters washed together 
As mater coalesced 
Now chaos entwines with order and time 
But divine is the power of threes 
Which exists to mix and twist betwixt 


The inner and outer degrees 


er 


The Grail 


Der Gral Lag In Todesbanden 


Nameless entities dwell within the deep, beyond the reach of human 
comprehension. Whispers echo in the corridors of our cranium, chanting of ancient 
memories hidden in the catacombs of Mount Secure. Cloaked in crepuscular gleam 
and concealed behind a silhouette of the veil. 

Cavities beneath the mound, stretch throughout the cavernous ground. 
Portals of the primordial world besit the threshold, where only the rose may cross. 
Where mushrooms gather in rings upon stones orbiting fire. And centered in the 
spheres, rivers run from swerve of shore to bend of bay. As they carry ferries into 
Fae. “Prithee, come hither,” aqueous undulations shall spake to coax the 
convinced. But only when lost, is this door found. Only when silent, is heard the 
sound. Avert thine eye from the mirrored waters, lest ye be charmed by thy fair 


reflection and left wandering in wonder. 


Ye would do well to take heed, as not to fall victim to the whims of the 
winds. For the will o' the wisp is e’er changing. Waxing and waning, pulling the 
tides of fortune with the ides of the Moon. Such sacred secrets are kept safe to 


secure the sanctity of the seal. 


But verily, I say unto thee, an elusive gate is also housed within. Thus, 


through states of catharsis, when the laurel is green, we can mingle betwixt the 


realms. So, pierce the veil! Strike through the mask! Ride the stream of 
consciousness to its inevitable ends. Dive into the delta, square the circle, and 
retrieve thine birthright from the shadows of the past. Where the Grail doth rest 
upon the alter of the Unborn. 


Aryan knights, I beseech thee, do not squander thine fecundity. The elixir of 
life is already in thine sight. If ye but understood how near the distant is. Seize 
thine inheritance, for the power it wields is that of divine might. No tempest shall 
tear thee asunder. No telluric tremor shall hinder thee. Like the megaliths of our 


forefathers we tower over time. 


Descendants of the overman! Honor the maiden and reclaim the heirloom of 
our ancestors. Shake thine spear, bite thine shield, with thine anger unanchored, 
storm the field with thunderous force. Face the deep and greet Death with noble 
cause. Bear the Light with pride, O’ rays of the ineffable. No matter the refraction, 
God is within us. O’ Arya, offspring of the beloved. Know thyself! 


Ye are the anointed, ordained by blood, the bequest is thine. With it ye shall 
be redeemed and bestowed the glory. Thy bane will wither in impotence as the 
bedlam comes to halt. The heavens shall open, and the horns of the huntress will 
sound, astounding the astonished. Welcoming thy entry into the halls immortal. 
Thine praise enshrined in the minds of all willing venture forth in the march of the 


Führer. 


But harken ye, gallant and daring, as I speak not without warning. In sooth, 
tis not for the feint hearted as the path is fraught with peril, pitfalls, and 
persecution. The cost for passage is severe and absolute. All who seek to brave the 
pyre, shall either be purified or incinerated. The flame eternal leaves none to 


bewail the burn. 


Che Sacrifice 


Heinrich Himmler blessed be his name 


Trismegistus 


Woe to the reckless! Beware, lest ye become the fool. There is no 
necromantic courtship without grief. When one is bereaved of self, sorrow will 
swallow the spirit. It will devour thine sun so that it may rise anew, beyond the 
sepulcher of the soul. From sacrifice doth come the alchemical bride, the holy 
union of spark and ember. Leaving all else to smoke and ash. 

This Truth is enshrined by the skulls in which we are adorned. So too are 
the runes it accompanies. Death’s head is a sacrosanct relic. A totem of eternal 
devotion to our Race. Our honor is our loyalty. By this allegiance, alone, do we 


glorify God. 


Decorated in the ornaments of the dead we solemnly declare: No torment in 
Life nor threat of Death shall uproot our spirit from divine cause. We willingly 


greet Death. Just as we are pleased to introduce our enemies to it. 


O’ knights of Arya, embroidered with the emblems of eternity, keep thy 
fidelity. O’ harbingers of doom, be steadfast. The storm rolls e’er closer, swelling 
in acceleration. Behold the lightening fall, hearken ye to the thunder. As the 
hammer kisses the teeth of the blasphemous. Bones hewed to dust, shall be swept 


up in the gust of our fury. 


Children of the White, Lord of the Light, leave thy valley of despair to 
desolation. Rejoice! For the reclamation of the Aryan hath come. The decimation 
of the Jew is nigh. Rejoice, harken to the revelation! Soldiers of the hidden Sun, 
Warriors of the unwavering Race, thy glory lay before thee. Hath ye the courage to 
earn it, and worthiness to keep it, the Grail is thine. Ignite the night, O' Aryan 
knight. 


Hail Victory! 


Hail Himmler! 


In the year of our Lord, 131 A. H. 
I hereby profess this manifesto to be True. 


For these are not my words, they are the Logos. 
To which I laid witness, and for its sake I inscribed. 


Let ye who hath understanding take heed of this herald. 


The Aryan is infinite, God is within us. 
Let nothing you dismay. 


The Jew will always perish 


and you will Live beyond their day. 


